JEM of ABERDEEN's . 
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Containing ſeveral Sci 3 : 


IN EW SONGS. 


'1, Jem of Aberdeen. 

2. Anſwer to Jem of Aberdeen. 

3. Mary's Dream; or. Sandy's Ghoſt, 
4. Sweet Poll of Plymouth. 

5. Sequel to Sweet Poll 'of Plymouth 
6. The Hardy Sailor. 

The Forecaſtle Sailor. 

Poor Tom; or, the Sailor's Epitaph. 


Licenſed and entered according to order - 


$8 
Jem of Aberdeen's Garland, &c. 


HE tuneful lav' rocks chear the grove, 
And ſweetly ſmiles the ſummer green; 
Now o'er the mead | love to rove 
Wy? bouny Jem of Aberdeen. | 
' Whenc'er we fit beneath the broom, or wander 
o'er the ice, | 
He's always wooing, weoing, wooing, always 
wooing me. 


He's freſh and fair as flow'rs in May, 
The blicheſt lad of a' the green; 
How iweet the time will paſs away 
WY bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er, &. 


Wi' joy leave my father's cot, 
And ilka ſport of glen or green, 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot 
Of bonny Jem ot Aberdeen. 
Whene'er, &c: | 
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Anſwer to Jeg Aberdeen. 


HO' lav'rocks dss fel little notes, 
And ſummer beautifies rhe ſcene; 
Vet ſtill more plealin; are the notes 
Oi my dear laſs, my bonny Jean. 3 
O my bouny, bonny, Jean, &c. And 


A 


And when among the broom at een 
She ſits upon my knee; 

Tam as happy wi' my Jean 
As ony lad can be. 


As arm in arm we walk along 
The bonny gowau ſpotted green; 
J laugh and ſcorn the giddy throng, 
And happy am wi? bonny Jean. 
O my bonny, &c. 
And when ſhe chaunts the chearful ſang 
Sae weel ſhe pleaſes me; | 
I am as happy wi' my Jean 
As ony lad cau be. 


cr 
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But O what joys await the day, 

When at the kirk we both are ſeen ; 
When good Meſs John is heard ro lay, 
J join the hands of Jem and Jean.“ 

O my bonny, &c. 
My humble lot ['ll then prefer 
To pomp and royalty; 
And be as happy wi' my Joun 
As ony lad c can be. 


Mary's Dream; or, Sandy's Ghoſt, 


HE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill 


Which riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And from the taſtern ſummit ſhed | 
dj Her ſilver light oer tower and tre When 
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When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea; 
Then ſoft and low a voice was heard 
Say, Mary, weep no more for me. 


She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be, 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring ſtand, 

With pallid cheek, and hallow eye. 
O Mary dear! cold is my clay, 

It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea; 

Far, far from thee I ſleep in death 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 


Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We toſs d upon the raging main, 
Aud long we {trove our bark to fave, 
But all our ſtriving was in vain ; 
E'en then when horror chill'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee: 
The ſtorm is paſt and I at reſt, 
So, Mary, weep no more tor me. 


O maiden dear! thyſelf prepare, 
We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore 
Where 'ove is free from doubt or care, 
And thou and I ih?!l part no more. 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could the fee ; 
But left rhe paſſing ſoirir (aid, | 
Sweet Mary, weep no more tor me. My 
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Sweet Poll of Plymouth: 


WEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear, 35 - 
g When forc'd from her to go, 
Adown her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe. 
Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behind; 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood; 
My ſighs increas'd the wind. 


We plough'd the deep; and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 

For five long years I had not feen 

My ſweet my bonny bride. 

That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake; 

But preſs'd, as homeward we were bound, 
I thought my heart would break, 


The preſs gang bold I aſk'd in vain, - 
To let me once aſhore; 

I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more. 

% And have they torn my love away? 
And is he gone?“ ſhe cry'd ; 

My Poll, the ſweeteſt flower of May! 
Then languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy'd. 


Sequel to Poll of Plymouth. 


HEN Edward firſt heard Poll of Plymouth was dead, 
The functioas of life made a pauſe Pp 

His Piteous eyes ſtood agaſt in his head, | 

y | His ſhipmates enquired the cauſe: | Review- 
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Reviewing awhile he addreſs'd them all round, 
With his hand cloſely preis'd to his heart; 
Within this fad letter at once | have found 
The ſcepter of death and his dart. 


It tells me my dear Poll of Piymouth is dead, 


My comfort, my joy, and my lie; 
When torn from her, ſhe fizw to her bed, ! 


And ſigbing, re ſign'd her dear life: 
He fancy d he ſaw his dear Poll in the clouds, 
Oh! ſtay for poor Edward, he cries; I 
Then, quick as his fancy, he ran up the ſhrouds, 
And eag-rnefs flaſh'd in his eyes. 


| He call'd to all hands, and he gave a loud ſhreek, 
|- And now quite diſtracted he raves; q 
On! don't you ſce my poor heart's ſprung aleak, 
| Then plung'd himſelf into the waves. | 
All hands were employ'd to prevent his ſad fate, 1 
The long boat was hoiſted in vain; 

They dragg'd him on board, but, alas! t'was too late, 

For he never once breathed again, | u 
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The Hardy Sailor. 
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* hardy Sailor braves the ocean, 

1 Fearlcl; cf the raging main, 

Yet his heart with ſoft emotion, , 

T hrobs to leave his love behind. 8 
| Cr 
To dread a foreign foe a ſtranger, | 

Tro the youth can dauntleſs roam; Nc 
Alarming fears paint every danger, 84 


In a rival * at home. 2 The 
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The Forecaſtle Sailor. 


{ wind blew a blaſt from the Northward, 
When we (teer'd from the Cape of Good Hope, 
The ſkies og k'd quite pitchy and, wayward, | 
And the ſ-a o'er our weather-bow broke: 
The boat ſwain pip'd all bands to bai her, 
And I came down the back ſtay fo glib, 
For I am a forecaſtle ſailor— _ | 
You may lee by the cut of my jib. 


« Start my timbers !” cry'd Ned Junk of Dover, 
Plump to me as I landed on deck, 
« With us it wiil ſoon be all over, 
For the Guardian muſt quick go to wreck,” 
« Well, well, we ſhan.t live to bewail her,“ 
Cried I, and I parted his rib, | 
% Come, work like a forecaſtle Sailor 
« An' I don't the gale ſhiver my jib.” 


ate, 


We were running at nine knots an hour, 
When 'bout two leagues to leeward, we'ſpy'd, 
An iſland of ice, like a tow'r, | | 
And on it our ſhip ſwiftly hy'd: 
Bur now 'twas no uf- for to bail her, 
The water gain'd on us fo glib; 
So each, like a true h-arted ſailor, 
Waited fate for to ſhiver his jib. - 


Some took to the boat, do ycu mind me, 
Other ſome on the veſſel's deck ſtood 
Cried J.“ May old Davy Jones take me 
„If I ſail from my Captain fo good 2” 
Now Providence heip'd us to bail her, 
And we manag'd to patch up her rib— 
Sate arrived 18 each true hearted ſailor, | 
To rig up his Weather - beat jib, ; Poor 


POOR TOM; 


Or, the SAILOR's EPIT APH. 


| ERE, a ſheer hulk, lies poor Ton BowL 180, 
| The darling of our crew, 

| No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 

f For Death has broach'd him too, 

1 His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 

| | His heart was kind and ſoft, 

| Faithful below he did his duty, 

ll And now he's gone aloft. 


| Ton never from his word departed, 

f His vir:nes were ſo rate; 

His friends were many and true-hearted, 
His Port was kind and fair; 

And then he'd ling ſo blyth and jolly— 
Ah ! many's the time, and oft; 

But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tou is gone aloft. | 


vet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather 
When He who all commands, 

Shall give to call lite s crew together & 
The word to pipe all hands: 

Thus death, who kings and tars nen, 
Tom's life has vainly doff'd; 

For though his body's under hatches 
His ſoul is gone aloft- | 
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